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of invisibility; she wanted to make trial
of them. She had a moment of power and
she must use it.

She wandered after Miss Considine in a
vivid material dream into the perfumers' in
Jermyn Street. While they sprayed the air
for her she sat like a remote princess in a
ceremonial, completely forgetting that she
was there to choose between the scents,
feeling dimly that the one which was hers
would cling to her by an obedient attraction
of its own. She was a little goddess, and
Miss Considine was her priestess ; she watched
her lips move in a gentle incantation.
' "'I think the last but one. . . ."

" Yes/' said Felicia, and led the way into
the sun again, into the car.

" Have you anything to do, Lissy ? "
How could she  have  anything  to  do?
She was queen in her own kingdom now.

" Shall we go into the country somewhere
and have lunch ? "
" I should like that/'
" But where? "

Felicia saw the driver's head turned back
towards them, saw her own distant reflection
in the narrow mirror, felt Miss Considine
watching her curiously. Ah, yes, where ?